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SONG    FOR   THE    FOURTH   OF  JULY, 
1862. 


BY    E.    R.    S. 

Hall!  all  hail  ibe  day, 
The  bright,  glorious  dyy, 
When  the  banner  of  Freedou)  nufuri'd: 
It  was  purchieed  with  blood, 
Aud  the  tall  standard  ttood 
As  a  beacon  or  light  for  the  world. 

Chorus: 
O  Freedom — fair  Freedom, 
B.ion  of  the  brave; 
nere  thy  spire  rises  high, 
Tjike  a  tower  in  the  sky, 
And  thy  banner  forever  shall  wave. 

Praise  our  noble  sires, 
Who  erected  fires 
On  the  altars  of  Justice  and  peace; 
We  will  charlsh  '.he  s^mu 
Urlghl  and  pure  holy  tliiue, 
And  Us  iuccuie  h^uctfor-.h  will  Increase, 

Ciioucs: — O  Freedom,  etc. 

There's  a  Pad,  sad  sound    • 
Which  "the  wires"  take  round; 
And  It  comes  from  fair  Liberiy's  homi! 
Where  disunion  bus  spread, 
And  the  tierce  warrior's  tread 
Fills  with  sorrow  the  cottage  and  dome! 

Chorus: — 0  Freedom,  etc. 

Here  we'll  nevi-r  swerve, 

But,  as  gold,  preserve 

The  J«st  riBhts  which  ire  maiu'lly  given; 

While  protection's  broad  fold 

We  untlinchlDgly  hold, 

14  bequ-;athed  by  our  country  and  heav'n. 

Chorus:— 0  Freedom,  «ta. 
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